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None - one shot 


"Come on Junior!" Dave stood shivering outside a toy shop; icy rain finding its way down the back of his thin 
jacket. "What the fuck are you looking at anyway?" 


Junior stared in at the collection of soft toys; his glassy eyes mirroring the window. "Herbie", he said. 
"What's a Herbie?" Dave asked. 


"That cat there”. Junior pointed to a litle tabby cat, dressed in a tartan shirt and red dungarees. "He looks 
just like Herbie". 


"Yeah but WHO is Herbie?" Dave wanted to know. 


Junior smiled in a nostalgic manner. "He was my stuffed cat that | had as a little boy. He looked just like that 


one there, except his dungarees were blue". 


"Uh, sure", said Dave. Uh oh, was Junior going to go mushy on him? 


"| used to take him everywhere with me", said Junior, his face lit up from the glow of the window lights. 


"School, church, summer camp.." 


"Um, yeah", said Dave, shrugging and trying not to get jostled by the shoppers passing by. "So what happened 
to him?" 


Junior’ smile faded. 


"We went on holiday to Canada when | was nine and on the way back, they lost our luggage. Herbie was in my 


suitcase..and | never saw him again". 
Dave shuffled his feet awkwardly. "Well, that sucks", he said. “Sorry that happened kid". 


Junior sighed. "It doesn't matter any more, not really. It's just | saw that Herbie cat there and, it brought it all 
back." 


His words trailed off. Looking at his wistful face, Dave knew that it still *did* matter to Junior. 


"C'mon now", he said gruffly. "We're getting fucking soaked. "Lets go back home and have something to eat". 


Christmas Morning 


Dave and Junior sat huddled around their little Christmas tree, unwrapping their presents. Dave opened his 


latest one and shook his head. 

"A lime green jersey of Aunty Tilda. Well, that'll go nice with my fuckin’ hair!" 

Junior giggled He reached for a messily wrapped present and checked the tag. 

"Oooh, it's off you Dave! | wonder what it is?" 

"Well open it and see, numbnuts", Dave snorted 

Junior grinned and pulled the ribbon undone. The wrapping paper slid off, revealing a plain cardboard box. 
Opening the box, Junior gave a gasp and his eyes widened. There inside was the very same plush cat that they 


had seen in the toy shop, the previous week. 


‘OH! Its Herbie!" Junior shrieked, lifting the cat out and hugging it tightly. "Oh Dave, thanks, thanks so much!" 


He flung his arms around Dave, squeezing all the breath out of him. 


"Steady on kid, you're cracking my ribs!" Dave gasped. 


Junior released him and beamed; his eyes slightly over-bright. 

"Really Dave, that's..great", said Junior, holding the plush cat tightly. "Thanks!" 

"lts alright", Dave said, shrugging but unable to hide a grin. He thought about the price of the cat..how it has 
cost him half a week's wages. He'd had to beg cans of beer off the other guys at the garage and sometimes 
he'd accidentally on purpose bumped into the vending machine to make it dislodge chocolate when he'd been 
really hungry at work. Now, seeing Junior's happy face made it all worth it. 

"Hahaha, say hello to Uncle Dave, Herbie", said Junior, making the cat hold a paw out. 

Dave rolled his eyes. "Hi Herbie", he said, shaking the little furry paw. "You fancy a beer?" 


"Dave! He's a little kitten’ Junior exclaimed. "He's not old enough for beer!" 


"Oh good’, Dave said at once. "All the more for Uncle Dave then!" 


The End 


